
The Hiflory.of 

I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heavy too.God keepe Lead 
out ofme,I need no more weight then mine own bowels • t 
have led my rag of Muffians where they are peperd ther's not 
three of my 1 50. left alive^nd they arc for the townes end to 
beg during life. But who comes heere ? inter 
Prin. What ftandft thou idle heere ? lend me thy Sword 
Many aNobleman lies ftarkc and ftiffe, 

Linde r the hooves of vaunting enemies, 

Whofedeaths are yetuncevengd,! prethee lend me thy fword 
Fal.O Hal.l prethee give me leave to breathe a while, 7»i 
Gregory never did fuch deeds in anncs,as I ha ve done this day. 

1 have payd Percy, I havc made him lure. 

Prittc.Uc is indeed, and living to kill thee j 
I prethee lend me thy l word. 

Pal. Nay before God, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get ft not m? 
fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Pwn.Giveitme what is it in the cafe ? 

Pal. I £/<*/,’ tis hot,there’s that will fa eke a City, . 

The Prince draws it out , and fades it a bottell of Sacks. 

Prin .What is it a time to jeft and dal ly no w ? 

He throws the Bottle at him. gxit. 

Pal. I f Percy be alive, l ie pierce hirn.ifhe doe com* in my • 
way/o: if he doe riot, ifd come in his willingly, let him nuke 
a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch gripping honour as fir ml- 
ter h.uh:givc me life, which if I can fave, fo i. if not, honour 
comes unlook’t for, and there’s an end. 

A lar me.,ex c nr Sons, enter the Kin g,the prince, Cord J©hn »/ 
Lancafter, W Eear le of Weftmerland. 

Kmg,\ prethee //^/ withdraw thy felfe.thou bleedeft too 
much •, Lord Iohn of Lancdjlerygoz you with him. 
P.M».N6tI,my Lord, unleffeldid bleed too. 
/Vi«.Jbefeech.ypur Majefty make up. 

Left your retirement doe amazeyour friends; 

Ki.I will doe fo my L.of IV t fl mcr ! .vnd him tohisTent 

Wsfi.Qocm,my Lord, i’le lead you to your Tent. 
TVwKr.Lead in;,my Lord, I de not need your helps ; 

And God forbid ■ a /hallow fcratch fhould drive. 
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The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftaynd Nobility lies trodenon. 

And Rebels Armcstnumph m maftecres. lan i 

Iohn. We breathe too lOTg,^mecoufin i 
Our duty this way lies : PorGodsfeke com > * 

Prin. By God, thou haft decciv d mo,Lancfacr, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of .fuch a fpmt ; 

BefbrcJ lov’d thee as a brother,/#**, 

But now I doe refpeft thee as my foule. 

Kmg. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the poynt , 

With luftier maintenance that I did lookc for 
Qf fuch'an ungrowne Warner. ,- f 

Fn».0,this Boy lends metall to us alL . - 

Dow. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads , 
lam the DowqIas fet&U to «u ltho! (c 
That weare thole colours on them. What art thou ■ 

That countcrfeitft the perfon ofa iKing ? , t 

Km. The King himfclte, whoDoi^i gncycsat heal t. 

So many ot his {hadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King ; I have two Boyes 
Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field j 
But feeing thou fall’ ft on me fo luckily, . 

I will affay thee : and defend thy felfe. 

Dow . I feare, thou art another Counterfeit ; 

And yet in faith thou bcar’ft thee like a King : 

But mine I am furc thou art, who ere thou be : 

And thus I winncthce. 

They fight J he King being in danger. Enter Prince of Writs. 
Prince Mold up thy head, vile Scot , or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againe, thefpirits 
Of valiant Sherly Jit afford, B /«»r ,arc in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who never promifeth^ut he meanes to pay. 

They fight, Dowglas flieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how "fares yourGrace ? 

Sir Nkhlas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent , 

And fo hath Clifton ; iTe to Clifton ftrait . 

AT*W,Stay, and breath a while, 

K 2 ’ . Thou 



